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give the devil his due ; he was too impulsive
for exact sympathy; too subjective, too
nomantic, to be just. Love is very pene-
trating, but it penetrates to possibilities
rather than to facts. The logic of opinions,
as well as the exact opinions themselves,
were not things James saw easily, or traced
with pleasure. He liked to take things one
by one, rather than to put two and two
together. He was a mystic, a mystic in
love with life. He was comparable to Rous-
seau and to Walt Whitman ; he expressed a
generous and tender sensibility, rebelling
against sophistication, and preferring daily
sights and sounds, and a vague but indomit-
able faith in fortune, to any settled intellectual
tradition calling itself science or philosophy.
A prophet is not without honour save in
his own country ; and until the return wave
of James's reputation reached America from
Europe, his pupils and friends were hardly
aware that he was such a distinguished man.
Everybody liked him, and delighted in him
for his generous, gullible nature and brilliant
sallies. He was a sort of Irishman among
the Brahmins, and seemed hardly imposing
enough for a great man- They laughed at